that guy. Damn fool, rubber-neck everywhere,
get wise on nothing. . . ." This man had been
west round the world, but had found no place
like home.

, The finest of the Pathans, from a moral and a
physical point of view (intellectually they have
unknown possibilities), are the mountaineers who
inhabit the unadministered zone between Afghan-
istan and India. Although these men raid down
into India whenever the spirit moves them, no
outsider can cross into their tribal territory,
where the only law is that of the knife and the
rifle. Here they live their own lives, sans
schools, sans police, sans law-courts, sans taxes,
free from the chains of civilization, and enjoying
to the full the blessings of barbarism.

But not all Pathans are brigands. Some of
them stoke the tramps of the Eastern trade;
others take tongas to Kashmir, or camels to
Australia, or smuggle kut, a fragrant root used
as medicine, from Tibet and Kashmir to India.
But wherever they rove, and whether they end
with a fortune or with a felon's gyves, their
hearts are always in their hills, and thither they
return.
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